68            THE  TALE  OF  BEOWULF

Now take thou this cup, my lord of the kingly,
Bestower of treasures !    Be thou in thy joyance,
Thou gold-friend of men! and speak to these

Geat-folk                                               1171

In mild words, as duly behoveth to do;
Be glad toward the Geat-folk, and mindful of

gifts;

From anigh and from far peace hast thou as now.
To me  one hath said it, that thou for a son

wouldst
This  warrior  be  holding.     Lo!   Hart  now  is

cleansed,
The ring-hall bright-beaming.    Have joy while

thou mayest

In many a meed, and unto thy kinsmen
Leave folk and dominion, when forth thou must

fare
To look on the Maker's own making.    I know

now                                                       USD

My Hrothulf the gladsome, that he this young

man
Will hold in all honour if thou now before him,

0   friend of the Scyldings,  shall fare from the

world;

1 ween that good-will yet this man will be yield-

ing
To our offspring that after us be, if he mind him